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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Ill. 


LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and 
herbs, all gathered from the mountains of Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by 
Rev. Father Kuenzle of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, 
whose books are in official use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favor- 
ably in cases of gout, skin diseases, abscesses, stiffness of the limbs, faulty circulation, 
etc. It has a very beneficial effect especially on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Rev. 
Father Kuenzle has the recommendation of the Holy Father as an herbalist. Price of 
regular Lapidar $2.50 per box. Persons afflicted with high blood pressure; gout, or 
stomach troubles or weak heart and nerves or liver troubles, inquire for SPECIAL 
LAPIDAR mentioning nature of ailment. Price $2.85 per box. We also cannot highly 
enough recommend our table tea, Messenger of the Alps, to be used as a daily bever- 
age. Price: large box 95 cents, plus postage. 


Agents wanted Address: Lapidar Co., Chino, California 


John P. Beuth 
105 N. Williams St., Moberly, Mo. 


Plumbing, Steam, Hot Water and Warm Air Heating 








Institutional work a specialty 





A New Altar Bread Cutter 


Those who supply altar breads will hail with delight a foot and 
motor-power cutter. Guaranteed to cut a perfectly clean smooth edge. 
Runs easily and lightly. Get one on trial. Just drop a card today for 
full information to: M. H. Daleiden, 538 W. Grove St. Bloomington, Il. 





We must warn our kind readers not to send money in coins or 
bills placed loose in letters, as it is decidedly unsafe. Whenever pos- 
sible, send remittance by Money Order, Check or Draft made payable 
to Mother M. Dolorosa. 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 

Subscription Price, per year, $1.00 Canada, Ireland & England, $1.25 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 8, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1103, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 
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Attractive Premiums 


for NEW Subscriptions to “Tabernacle and Purgatory” 


FOR 1 NEW SUBSCRIPTION 

Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus and The Jubilee Year 
of Redemption, 1933 — two attractive 64-page booklets; the one con- 
taining inspiring devotions to the Child Jesus, suitable for this season 
of the year; the other, a valuable aid to making good use of the short 
remaining time for gaining the Jubilee indulgences: OR: — 

Manual of Prayers — a neat prayer-book, containing Mass prayers, 
Confession and Communion devotions,,; the Epistles and Gospels for 
Sundays and Feast Days, and other prayers. 


FOR 2 NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS 

Sacred Heart Shield of French gray metal. The figure of our 
Lord, in bust, His Sacred Heart surrounded by rays, stands out in 
relief.in a circular medallion, around.the ‘border of which appear, in 
raised letters, the words of the third promise: I will bless every place 
where a picture of My Heart shall be exposed and honored: Extending 
beyond the medallion are the four ends of.a Greek cross, in each of 
which are raised, figures of the Cross, the Anchor and the Heart, repre- 
senting Faith, Hope and Charity. The shield is mounted in a neat 
folder in whichyare printed the promises of the Sacred Heart to St. 
Margaret Mary and various ejaculations. 


FOR 3 NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS 

A Rosary.— black genuine: cocoa, beads on a durable oimicaniaan 
chain. This is a special value and makes a practical and handsome 
gift either for a man or a lady. OR: — : 

Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — an ideal prayer-book for 
young boys and girls, compiled by a lover of children. Its 160 pages 
comprise two Mass devotions and a variety of prayers, together with 
28 beautiful devotion-inspiring. pictures. Bound in durable cloth. 
Colors: black, white, blue or rose. OR: — 

Biography of Rev. Father Lukas Etlin, O.S.B.—vjin attractive 
paper binding; 91 pages with 13 illustrations. A book which is in- 
teresting and edifying to persons in every walk of life. 


FOR 4 NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS 


Joy in God — hand-bound “Vest Pocket Manual” in small print; 
269 pages, leather binding, gilt edges. 


FOR 5 NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS 

Real Ebony Crucifix— with artistic oxidized corpus. Beveled 
edges. Light in weight. Can easily be held by a sick person, or may 
be hung on the wall. Size 7% in. OR: — 

The Golden Book — a complete prayer-book of the Blessed Virgin. 
Bound in American Morocco leather, red burnished edge, stamped in 
gold on front and backbone of cover. 34%x5% in. 543 pages. 

(Please mention premium desired.) 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





Bless Us, O Jesus, from Thy Mother’s Arms! 


“Mary is the seat of all Divine graces. She is adorned with all the gifts of 


the Holy Ghost. She is the never-failing treasury, the inexhaustible abyss of these 
gifts’ — (Encyc. Pius IX). 
“All that the Mother asks of the Son is granted to her” — (Cure of Ars). 














‘Tabernacle and P urgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation of 
the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 





Vol. 29 


January, 1934 


No. 9 














& New Year for. Eternity 


* * 


“Run whilst you have the light of 
life’ (John xii. 35). 


Use thy time whilst time is lent thee, 
Each fleet moment is a grace; 

Time will win thee bliss eternal 
If thou run well life’s brief race. 


Look to Christ, the Light Supernal 
To illume thy pathway clear; 

He will shed Love's radiant brightness 
O’er thy path this coming Year. 





On each friend and benefactor, 
May His light and grace descend, 
Whilst the New Year's days are passing, 
Even till life's day shall end! 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 
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Your 1934 New Year Motto 


WITH earnest mien and in silent 
reflection we stand on the narrow 
banks of the river-of time. The 
waters rushing by are the waters 
of eternity, each wave a moment’s 
interval. What we call time is 
nothing else than an infinitesimal 
part of an infinite eternity. The 
old year closes. Even now the 
new year and the old are clasping 
hands — the one in friendly greet- 
ing, the other in farewell. Here, 
boisterous jubilation, there dis- 
cordant maledictions; somewhere, 
childish joy, and elsewhere, timid 
. apprehension—these are the 
ways in which men greet the coming of the new year. 

1933! Once it was the living present; but now, all that it was 
to us and we to it: all has passed. A magnificat of grateful joy, a 
miserere of redeeming contrition! Let these be the sacred parting 
notes with which we once more recall the old year, swiftly winging its 
way into eternity, and then confidently let it rest in the hands of Him 
of whom it is said: He does all things well. 

1934! Mysteriously veiled it lies before us. Hopes, many and 
varied, welcome it in quivering expectation. Each moment-wave of its 
365 days which from the shoreless ocean of eternity the all-wise 
Creator lets flow through the valley of time, wishes to bear back with 
it something from us—a freight of honest labor. 

Well do we know our goal, and grace urges; what is still expe- 
dient to us is a firm guiding hand, a rule of life which will bring us 
swiftly and surely to that goal. This rule we shall find in the Holy 
Gospel — the word of Him who said: “I am the way and the truth 
and the life” (John xiv. 6). As we read the sacred passages of Holy 
Scripture, nothing impresses itself upon us more strongly than our 
Savior’s great love for us and His ardent desire that we love Him in 
return. In His touching farewell to His disciples, He pleads so 
tenderly: “Abide in My love,” — words which seem to echo the promise 
He had made concerning the Holy Eucharist: “He that eateth My 
Flesh and drinketh My Blood abideth in Me and I in Him.” The 
Beloved Disciple tells us: “God is charity; and he that abideth in 
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charity abideth in God and God in him” (John, iv. 16); and again: 
“Let us therefore love God, because God first hath loved us” (iv. 19). 

All for love! What a fitting motto this would be for us during 
the new year, and how swiftly its fulfillment would bear us on toward 
our heavenly goal! All for love of God—for love of Him who 
entrusts to His children the precious gift of time. This flaming word 
may arch itself over two pillars of bronze, representing uniformity 
and conformity with the will of God; the first bearing the inscription: 
“I will only what He wills,” the second, “All that He does, I love.” 

I will only what He wills! Our heart thirsts for an encouraging 
answer to the anxious question: “What will the new year bring?” The 
Eternal God Himself gives us the truest answer: “Follow Me, and you 
shall not walk in darkness.” Often it is difficult for the gaze turned 
all too earthward to espy a dawning light of peace behind the dark 
threatening clouds of suffering. But remember— God wills always 
what is best for you— you will only what He wills; the happy con- 
clusion you may draw for yourself. 

All that He does, I love! The earthly happenings of 1934 will 
not be a cutting off from paradise. It is true, the new year may, with 
merciless grasp, rob us of many a thing we cherish and lay upon us 
burdens that are crushing and hard to bear. Not every morning will 
dawn with the same brilliant lights and hues, and there will be evenings 
when the lips will hesitate to speak the pious, childlike prayer: “I 
thank Thee for every gift I have received from Thee.” Be mindful 
then of your motto: “I love all that God does,” and your generous 
conformity will merit for you the true peace of God. 





OUR PERFECT MEDIATOR 


Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament is our perfect Mediator with the 
Heavenly Father. United with His prayer, our petitions become fiery darts 
which penetrate the heavens. Let us confide to Him our cares and anxieties for 
the new year, and ask of Him the grace of a childlike trust in Divine Provi- 
dence and a loving conformity to God's holy will. 

In our Adoration Sanctuaries both at Clyde and Mundelein, the Most 
Blessed Sacrament is continually exposed. With the desire to surround our 
Eucharistic Lord with as much splendor as possible, numerous candles are kept 
constantly burning before the Holy of holies. Many of these are the votive 
offerings of lovers of the Blessed Sacrament who either seek some grace from 
the Divine Mediator or wish to offer thanks for a benefit received. Have you 
not some petition you would wish thus to present to our Eucharistic Lord? For 
an offering of 50 cents, a large wax candle will be burned for your intention an 
entire day and night; for $3.50, one week; and for $12.00, a whole month. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Past, Present and Future 





“Yesterday is but a dream, and tomor- 
row is but a vision. Live well today, and 
every yesterday will be a dream of 
happiness and every tomorrow a vision 
of hope.” 

Se AST, present and future are the three time divisions of 
fa every human life. Important for every person is the way 
he views these divisions. It is not so much the events 
which they bear in their train that make us happy or un- 
happy, but rather the attitude we take toward these events. 

Undoubtedly, the most important of these three divisions is the 
present, for, after all, it determines the whole. If the present is always 
good, the past and the future cannot but be pleasing in the sight of 
God. But, strange to say, instead of keeping both eyes fixed on the 
present, realizing its significance, we invariably have one eye directed 
toward the past and the other toward the future. Out of the past rise 
anxiety and grief, out of the future, care and uncertainty, forming a 
mass of heavy clouds which hang dark and threatening above the 
gloomy present. Then with eager hand man clutches at everything 
that promises joy, often blindly and at random. But his rejoicing is 
for the most part like a hissing rocket rising in the sky at night. For 
a moment there is a burst of light; then all is dark as before. The 
sun alone gives light, and right seeing is possible only to sound eyes. 

The sun of our spiritual life is the Catholic Faith. In its light 
we see things without distortion. The words of the great St. Augustine, 
uttered fifteen hundred years ago, are as true as they are consoling: 
“There is no greater wealth, no more precious treasure, no higher 
honor, no richer possession in this world than the Catholic Faith.” 
To it we owe the assurance of God’s goodness and His providence. 
Beneath its rays, which fall upon mankind from the paternal goodness 
and providence of God, the vapors of fear and the dense fogs of care 
disperse. 

“God is love,” says St. John. God Himself inspired the Evangelist 
with these words, for He desires our confiding trustfulness in His 
goodness; He invites us to place our weal and our woe in His hands, 
as a child relies with implicit confidence on the skill and the love of 
his father. Taught by experience, we should judge the Father by the 
Son. When the Son revealed Himself in word and deed, the Apostle 
could find no more fitting description of Him than this: “The goodness 
and kindnéss of God our Savior appeared” (Titus, iii. 4). In fact, 
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our Savior’s life was one unbroken succession of works of mercy and 
charity. The one aim of His teaching was to bring man nearer to the 
Father and the Father nearer to man. Not His own, but the honor of 
the Father, did He seek. Therefore He brings us the glad tidings of 
our adoption as children of God. He tells us about His Father, who 
is also our Father, — that He clothes the flowers of the field and feeds 
the sparrows of the air, and that without His knowledge not a single 
hair falls from our heads. We are shown how He will press to His 
Heart the contrite son who returns, for misery and human weakness 
were also found in Israel. 

And now contritely place your hand on your heart. Is it not true 
that with your lips you acknowledge: “Lord, Thou art good and kind 
and full of merciful love,” while in your heart you think as did the 
distrustful servant in the Gospel: “Lord, I know that Thou art a hard 
man”? (Matt. xxv. 24.) By this want of confidence you grieve God, 
because you misjudge Him. But, you say, your distrust and fear are 
grounded in the faults of the past, and the fear of God is wholesome. 
The fear of God is, indeed, wholesome; it is the beginning of wisdom 
(Is. cx. 10). Greater, however, than fear is love, and the fear that 
destroys confidence and love is the death of wisdom. Not seldom is 
the despondency caused by fear worse than the sin itself. 

Let us not forget that sin has two sides. One is turned toward 
God and the other toward man. On the one side is written the offense 
against God, and on the other, the unhappiness into which the child 
of God has plunged itself. God sees both sides — the offense and the 
unhappiness. And because He sees both and knows that sin is the 
greatest misfortune that can befall His child, He, in His fatherly good- 
ness, is intent upon raising him out of his misery. Wherever He sees 
a good will in a child of God, He opens His arms to the contrite one. 
He knows of what fragile clay we are formed. Where short-sighted, 
rash-judging and condemning man sees only the fall and the defeat, 
the all-seeing eye of God sees rather the good will, no matter how weak, 
insignificant and hidden it may be. The proof of a good will, to the 
critical eye of man, is victory; to God it is the struggle. 

Is not this also the thought of the Church when, at a burial, having 
her look directed toward the judgment of the omniscient God, she sings: 

“As Thou didst Mary’s sin efface, 

And take the thief to Thine embrace, 

So dost Thou give me hope of grace.” 
Yes, the Judge knows all, even that which is hidden. He knows the 
obstacles and the difficulties; He knows of the battles fought by the 
one whose struggles did not end in victory. When St. Catherine of 
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Siena lay on her deathbed she prayed: “Thou hast called me, O Lord, 
Thou hast called me. Have mercy on me! I come to Thee, O Lord, 
I come — not with my merits but with Thy mercy: in this I place my 
hope and I shall not be confounded.” 

God is love. He wants a return of love and confidence. Do not 
in discouragement dwell upon the faults and failures of the past. Take 
courage! Arise and go to your Heavenly Father. Obduracy and 
impenitence alone can exclude you from His embrace. Your future 
is in His keeping. There it is most secure. Imagine that God were 
to give you the choice of the means by which to work out your sal- 
vation... that He were to place before you riches or poverty, success 
or failure, a long life or a short one, and let you choose what seemed 
best to you. If you were wise you would say to Him: “Lord, deprive 
me of the ability to choose. All too easily would I be deceived by the 
appearance of things, for I am inclined to love that which flatters my 
nature more than what is salutary for my soul.” And if you were 
still more prudent you would say: “Dear Lord, do Thou choose for 
me, for Thou knowest best what is good for the salvation of my soul; 
and in Thy choice, have no regard for my childish likes and wishes, 
but rather act as a loving father does toward his child.” 

But behold — you do not need to ask Him; He does it without 
your doing so. His providence always seeks what is best. Whoever 
remembers that he is at all times guided by the fatherly hand of God 
cannot do otherwise than face the future with confidence. Nothing 
can happen to him except what God wills or permits. 

Moroseness is poison to the spiritual life. Someone has said: 
“And if the heart had a hundred gates like Thebes, let joy enter through 
them all!” For us shines the sun of Faith. From the fatherly good- 
ness and providence of God radiates a brilliant glow. Let its light 
and warmth stream full into our lives. 


+ — 2 


Pennsylvania: “Enclosed find check for $1.00 for our renewal to 
your wonderful magazine. Really, dear Sisters, only God in heaven 
can realize the great amount of help you offer to the stricken world 
through your magazine. Very few persons are spared in this severe 
depression, but no matter how hopeless seems our case, after we read 
your inspired pages a new hope and a new ambition comes into our 
hearts.” 


Wisconsin: “Last year I received the lovely magazine ‘Tabernacle 
and Purgatory’ as a gift. Now I find I cannot get along without it, 
so I am enclosing a money order in payment for a year’s subscription.” 
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Oh, What Happiness to Be a Catholic! 





“The more Catholic a person lives, the 
happier will he be, for he will feel him- 
self more fervently, deeply and truly 
united with God in peace.” 
— Joergensen, Danish poet and convert. 
E are all fortune-seekers, ever pursuing the desire for 
happiness; we all have an innate longing to be happy. 
At this very moment, while you read these lines, does 
not an ardent longing, an intense homesickness for happi- 
ness, surge through your heart? This longing made itself 
felt in our hearts even as children when we plucked the first primroses 
in the verdant meadows, or heard the clear song of the lark at dawn, 
or thrilled at the sight of the first robin of spring. This longing 
accompanied us through the days of our youth, quickening us with 
hope as our little barque skimmed over the waves of time. This 
longing will shine in the last tear of our dissolution as the soul yearns 
to go home —to the happiness of our eternal home. This impulse, 
this craving for happiness, dwells in every human heart, for God Him- 
self, our Creator, has placed it there. 


What Constitutes Happiness? 

Is it the possession of youth, or beauty, or health? No, for these 
are uncertain and fleeting as the day. The enjoyment of honors, per- 
haps, of fame, of wealth? No, for then all who possess these things 
would be happy and we know they are not. Can it be found in 
unbelief — in sin without religious restriction? Ah, no, for the heart 
of man is made for God, as St. Augustine says, and it must be restless 
until it rests in Him. God has made Himself the object of our hearts’ 
desires and He alone is the great good which can satisfy the longings 
of our soul. 

How many proofs of this could be cited! Humanly speaking, 
who should have been happier than the poet Goethe? The sun of 
earthly happiness smiled upon him as upon few others; he enjoyed 
excellent health, received honor and recognition and was respected 
as a king. Yet he writes that in all his life he was not really happy 
for as long as four weeks. And Schiller, in a moment of sadness, 
cried out: “Oh, could I but pray again!” Give the poor heart of man 
all that earth can offer — it will not be truly happy; its longings are 
set upon something higher, something more perfect, more sublime. 

What, then, constitutes happiness? So far as the soul of man 
can be happy in this earthly exile, its happiness consists in being at 
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peace with God and in tending toward Him. What happiness, then, 
to be a Catholic! for the Catholic Church ever admonishes to peace 
with God and possesses all the means to give us this peace. 

Ah, yes, what happiness to be a Catholic! Did I not experience 
the truth of these words in the days of my innocent youth? Scarcely 
was I born to the earthly life when Holy Church took me into her 
maternal arms and at the baptismal font gave me rebirth to the life 
of grace. She poured faith, hope and charity into my soul and led 
me by the hand through the days of my happy childhood, — taught 
me to fear God, to flee from sin and not to stray a hair’s breadth from 
the ways of the Lord.— Then the little sheep went astray, far from 
the father’s house, and the peace of God and the joy of a good con- 
science in the state of grace were withdrawn. Was I now an abandoned 
child? Was there no longer any hope for me? No, indeed, for the 
Church did not forget me; a hundred times she lovingly called. me, 
in sermons and instructions, to return: “Return, poor child, return! 
The world and sin will not make you happy... Your heart is made for 
God and will find rest in Him alone. .. Come, little stray sheep, I will 
reconcile you with God, and with all the love of heaven I will place 
you on the Heart of the Redeemer.” 

The Happiness of Confession 

And I came — to a worthy confession. I remembered the word 
of the Lord: “Whose sins you shall forgive, they are forgiven them” 
(John xx. 23). Yes, I came, and found no severity, no harshness, 
no unkind word, — only love, goodness, grace and peace. 

Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic — even if only because of 
confession. “It should never have been taken from man,” lamented 
Goethe. And the Protestant Professor Naville of Geneva writes: “Who 
of us has not cast envious glances at the tribunal of penance? Who 
has not desired, in the bitterness of the pricks of conscience, in the 
uncertainty of Divine forgiveness, to hear a voice which in the power of 
Christ said: ‘Go, thy sins are forgiven thee!’ ” 

Confession so satisfies the need of the heart of man, hinders so 
many sins and brings so much interior happiness that we are -not 
surprised at noble Protestants urgently desiring its reinstatement. 
“What our church is sorely in need of,” the Protestant “Reichsbote” 
wrote some years ago, “what our church needs as we need our daily 
bread is the reinstatement of private confession... Our church is full 
of people who long to go to confession... There are thousands who 
are haunted by their past life as by a dark shadow; they would fain 
wash away the stains of their life’s record with their tears or with 
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their blood. But the conscience remains sore, the soul sick, — the 
word of forgiveness is wanting... We have need of a house which 
is dedicated to the care of the soul —a confessional, where all who 
are sick may freely enter.” 

What our brethren separated from the Faith miss so badly, we 
Catholics possess as a matter of course. We can go to holy confession 
as often as we wish and there lay open our heart, — there we can 
find forgiveness of sin, consolation, peace, admonition and fatherly 
warning. Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic! 

The Happiness 
of Holy Communion 
A certain professor who after 
long interior strifes and much 
seeking joined the Catholic 
Church, said of his first Holy 
Communion that a mysterious 
power went out therefrom “which 
raised the soul to a height of 
happiness it had not known nor 
understood before.” Why? Be- 
cause in Holy Communion the 
Church offers us not a figure, not 
a remembrance, but the Lord of 
Life Himself in the form of 
bread. And if the unbelieving 
world with the unbelieving Jews 
cries out through the centuries: 
“How can this man give us his 
flesh to eat?”—the word of 
eternal Truth will ring in answer 
~ till the end of time: “Amen, 
enchitiens pr fier A an ee eee amen, I say unto you: Except 
you eat the Flesh of the Son 
of man and drink His Blood, you shall not have life in you” 
(John vi. 54). The Church has adhered to this faith throughout the 
centuries, and the best that heaven and earth can offer, she gives to 
the faithful in Holy Communion by the consecrated hands of the 
priest — Jesus Christ, the Son of God. What happiness to receive the 
Lord of life as the sweet Guest of your soul as often as you wish, 
today and every day, until your last day on earth! 

If it be true that the soul of man, so far as it is possible i in this 

world, can find happiness only in being at peace with God and in 
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tending toward Him, then worthy Holy Communion must constitute 
the greatest happiness on earth. It unites us with the source of true 
happiness, weakens our evil inclinations which draw us away from 
God, preserves us from the greatest evil — mortal sin, and not only 
infuses into the heart hope for heaven, but also gives the Divine pledge 
of a blessed resurrection and life eternal. 

Who has not, after the worthy reception of Holy Communion, or 
in bitter Calvary hours at the deathbed or the open grave of a loved 
one, felt in its fulness the Divine consolation of the Savior’s promise: 
“He that eateth My Flesh and drinketh My Blood hath everlasting life, 
and I will raise him up in the last day”? (John vi. 55.) This happiness 
of union with God, this gracious nearness of God, this holy pledge 
of a better life to come after our earthly exile, the Catholic Church 
alone gives us in this wonderful Sacrament. She alone has the power 
to forgive sins. She alone nourishes the hungry soul with the Bread 
of eternal life and rejoices it with the holy presence of God and 
interior union with God. She alone can give true happiness on earth: 
the grace of God, the love of God, a good conscience, and peace with 
our future Judge. Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic! 

This happiness we Catholics in general prize far too little. From 
cur youth we have drawn waters from the Savior’s fountains welling 
up in the bosom of the Church, and too often we have forgotten to 
show our gratitude for her blessings and graces with which we were 
surrounded. Those, however, who for years have wandered far from 
the Father’s house, without consolation and without peace, and by 
fervent prayer have finally found their way back home — the converts 
who have ‘returned to the Catholic Church from Protestantism or from 
other religious sects, value and feel perhaps more than we do, the 
happiness that lies in the Church. To be concluded.’ | 


» 





A First Friday Manual 

The Spirit of the First Friday — a neat devotional book, contain- 
ing a meditation for each of the First Fridays of the year, besides 
special devotions to the Sacred Heart and the features of an ordina 
prayer book. 

An ideal little book for those who wish to observe the First 
Fridays in the proper manner. It is suitable for the Holy Hour and 
similar Eucharistic devotions. 

Single copy, reduced price: red edge, 55¢. Gilt edge, 75¢. Postage 
free. If you collect and send orders for five copies, you may have one 
copy free. Kindly do not send money in coins placed in letters. 

Address: Rev. I. Schoenherr, O.F.M. Franciscan Monastery 
135 West Sist Street, New York, N. Y. 



































The Fires of Pittsburgh 





OVING into Pittsburgh, my train speeds by and along these 
# white-hot furnaces. I seem to sense the glowing activity 
that has reigned here, even though I realize profoundly 
that this industrial center, too, has felt the poignant grief 
that comes from inaction. The furnaces do but smoulder, 
they are seldom extinguished. Little wonder that one given to agri- 
culture should appear open-eyed and awe-inspired as blackened clouds 
of murky vapor hover just above those belching smokestacks. ‘Tis a 
fairyland, one might whisper, for even tonight as I pass, the furnaces 
seem to be fed to white heat as they cast their glare against the clouds 
overhead. The beauty of this scene were well worthy of a pen that is 
descriptive, one that is genuinely picturesque. But it is not of steel 
furnaces that I would write. 

Mount Washington, not far from the trainshed gates, is the mecca 
of visitors who would view this panorama of lights and glares and 
spectres. From its summit my gaze wanders over the city with its 
myriad lights, twinkling starlike on the artistic elevations. “City of 
a Hundred Hills!” There is a calm and dignity and splendor about 
this mighty city, so clearly enhanced on an autumnal night. The 
“hometown folks”, perhaps, have grown accustomed to the beauty of 
these lights and shadows, but for the passerby they hold a peculiar 
charm and fascination. It is seemingly a vast dreamland, and I find 
myself wondering: Where ends the inventive genius of man; where 
begins the handiwork of God? 

Out of it all,.I draw a picture of spiritual significance. This, I 
whisper to myself, this is a vast temple built for the glory of God. 
O Sion of ancient days, on your summit, too, there was a fire, con- 
stantly kept. From your tongues of fire there leaped into flame the 
lights and lamps on altars of sacrifice. Countless in number they 
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became, these lights and fires, but from the SACRED FIRE of Sion, 
they took their short-lived existence. 

O Sion, you remember! Israelite, who lived in tent and tabernacle, 
you recall! Aaron, high priest newly chosen, would offer sacrifice to 
God, “and behold, a fire, coming forth from the Lord, devoured the 
holocaust.” How sacredly this SACRED FIRE is preserved; how it 
is guarded down through the centuries until it has found a resting 
place on the summit of Sion’s Mount. It has come from God. It is 
the treasure of God’s priests. 

Lights twinkle on the hillsides of Pittsburgh, leaping flames dart 
in white-hot blasts, — light that leads and flame that purges — and I 
think of love that binds. Light leads me in thought to the One Eternal 
Light; fire stirs my heart to the One Eternal Love. Love means a 
union even on this earthly sphere, but it is of Love Divine that I would 
think when I look into this vast panorama of Pittsburgh hills. 

Amid this majestic beauty, there is, I know, the Abiding Presence 
of the Son of God, and my soul is stirred to a fervent glow and warm- 
ing love at this comforting thought. Ah, “City of a Hundred Hills,” 
there are in your heart a hundred Tabernacles and more, and it is 
that which binds me to you. For, though stranger to you, I am in 
love with Him, and you will understand if from the thought of “Pitts- 
burgh’s Fires” I glean “The Glowing Furnace of Eucharistic Love in 
the Heart of Jesus Christ.” 

The Sacred Fire of Mount Sion was kept by Aaron’s priests until 
the coming of Him who made them priests. It was but a figure then 
that told of Him. But it is a reality today, and not a figure, for love 
can never represent —it always is. “I am who am,” He once did 
speak; “Love is that is,” echoes through these hills. 


The Fire of Love Enkindled 


I make inquiries. What happiness to learn that the zeal of the 
priests in this metropolis is not outdone by those of ancient days. 
These, too, are custodians of the Divine Fire, the Fire which we prefer 
to call Love. What noble leaders, these priests of our day, as we 
behold the great army that follows them — seventy-five thousand Holy 
Name men at the altar rail of Christ every second Sunday of the 
month! How the Master’s Heart is tcuched, with what tenderness He 
smiles as He enters these hearts that love so splendidly. 

Every year, they tell me, on the last Sunday of October, Feast of 
Jesus Christ, our King, the Blessed Sacrament is exposed on the altars 
of convent, church and chapel throughout this Pentecostal diocese. 
“To the Pastors and People of the Diocese of Pittsburgh,” runs the 
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pastoral letter; “I, therefore, ask priests to expose the Blessed Sacra- 
ment before the earliest Mass on the Feast and to end the exposition 
with a procession and Benediction in the evening. They will urge all 
their people, and especially the men of their parishes, to approach 
the sacraments, to visit the church during the day and to join the 
procession in the evening, imploring Almighty God that we be freed 
from the threat of peril and tragedy and from the great needs which 
afflict us.” From early morning until the procession at night, groups 
of twenty, thirty, forty men become official Royal Guards who lead 
in prayer the well-filled churches as they kneel in adoration, in sacred 
audience with their King. Consecrated virgins in convent chapels, 
young men and young ladies in institutes of learning, all on that day 
become attendants at the court of Him whom they adore. 

True, this is the day of the Eucharist, this is the age of the Blessed 
Sacrament. In Pittsburgh, three years ago, fervor for the Master’s 
Real Presence reached its greatest glow, so it seemed, when eighty 
thousand men, with lighted tapers, knelt in loyalty and love before 
their Eucharistic Lord, and eighty thousand heads bent low, ever so 
low, as in ringing triumph and yearning zeal they poured out their 
pledge of faith and sang their Eucharistic hymns. “Twas then that a 
layman’s love for Christ, a layman’s belief in Christ’s Presence, urged 
him to count as naught money amassed in honest toil and to equip an 
auto-tabernacle to carry this Eucharistic Love through the streets which 
I earnestly look upon tonight. Ah, what joy in the Heart of Christ 
that night, escorted as He was by two thousand sprightly, lovable 
American altar boys! No earthly king, this, to receive regal honors 
such as these; only a King that is Divine could command unyielding 
sway from body without, from soul within. 








Yearning for the Divine 
Yet, withal, these are honors that dot the land throughout this 
l country of ours, for I am not unmindful of the homage which other 
cities and towns pay to the Master’s ever Abiding Presence. The source 
of genuine Eucharistic fervor in Pittsburgh lies deeper still, and it is 
of this I would particularly speak as I hear its story related on my 
visit to this center of toil and labor and industry. © 
This great spirit of fervor toward our Eucharistic Lord comes 
from the hearts of Pittsburgh’s priests. (How they would shrink in 
humility did they but know that I write of them.) Be it said in 
glowing testimony of their devotion that theirs is an example which 
| is being followed in many dioceses throughout the giant regions of 
our country. Once a month in Pittsburgh, a group of priests, thirty 
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to forty in number, keep sacred what they call a “Day of Recollection.” 
Their one rule, self-imposed, is silence; they have a fast-day lunch; 
conferences are listened to from a carefully trained speaker; the joy 
of their great day is in exposition of the Most Blessed Sacrament. 

I stand in awe as I hear of the practice. I am wondering how 
each priestly heart expands as it lingers lovingly near the Source of 
Light and Strength. In the soul of every priest there is a yearning 
for the Divine; there is in priestly hearts more understanding, I assume, 
than in my cold heart, and I find myself trying to fathom the depths 
which these priestly hearts would sound when they enter into colloquy 
with Christ for one full day of recollection. Recollection is but a 
gathering up of our scattered senses, the effort to bring them into 
concerted action on a given issue. But the priest by necessity, has 
done that from early days. This was his very life, this craving for 
the Divine, as his vocation unfolded, blossomed, ripened under the 
powerful Light that came to him in his seminary chapel. That has 
been his very existence since he left his school for the work of the 
Mystery of Love. What joy in the hearts of these Pittsburgh priests, 
what consolation and what nearness to Christ as they hurry each month 
to the monastery doors, there to live again for one short day in the 
very Presence of Him whose other self they are. 


With God Alone 


We who are not priests look so earnestly to our priests. Ah, we 
are not so anxious that our priests be merely good, for we know there 
is “much good” in the world. It is holy priests we desire; it is holy 
priests we need. Tonight I bear the burden of forty years save one, 
forty years of a life none too well spent in an effort “to know Him, 
to love Him, to serve Him.” I have little humility, ‘tis sad to tell, 
but just sufficient to know that if I am to progress, if I am to go not 
with empty hands, it will be because of our priests who have taught 
me to be holy because they are holy. Holiness must exist among 
priests who are in close companionship with their Master; holiness 
must be there wherein the Source of holiness dwells. It is this 
holiness that a “Day of Recollection” engenders; it is movements such 
as this that bring the sacerdotal soul to the feet of Him who is “Jesus 
in the Most Holy Sacrament.” 

Each month these men of God take one day for solitude, one day 
for prayer and quiet and calm, one day for “peace that the world 
cannot give,” one day under the radiant glare of the Divine Eucharistic 
Sun. Ah, what the Eucharist is to a priestly heart! It is the Source 
of all that in the priest is sacred and sacrosanct. It is in the Blessed 
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Sacrament that the minister of the altar finds that spiritual help, that 
heavenly consolation so requisite for the exalted station which is his. 
Alone with God is his never-ending thought on this “Day of Recol- 
lection,” alone with the Victim who died for sin, alone with Him who 
is alive and here, alone with Jesus Christ who can make of the priest 
cn this day a living monstrance that walks and talks and thinks in 
terms of Eucharistic love. 

| It is amid the soul-stirring silence of a-“‘silent day” and in this 
solitude only that the priest can realize what is the center of his 
thoughts, how ordered or disordered his affectidns, wherein lies the 
reason for his ambition, his zeal, his attention. uit is here only:that a 
union can be formed; it is here only that the priest may- léarn that 
union is{Separating as well as uniting, for in separatirig-from the, world 
he is uniting with Christ, afd that is the union that mieahs love. 

Who can measure the sanctity imparted to others by priests whose 
hearts are touched and enkindled in close association with the Gentle 
Nazarene on a “Day of Recollection”? These priests come away from 
their days of silence and prayer, carrying with them the Sacred Fire 
that is Divine. They go about the world lighting the fires that in us 
but smoulder, urging, pleading, rebuking or encouraging those of us 
who are laggard and languid. Ah, for more of these “Days of 
Recollection,” and perhaps in this I have a selfish motive, but it is 
also a motive of love. It is the yearning that in me rises when I 
realize I have erred and strayed so far, so long. Perhaps, perhaps, 
we who are not priests could some day catch fire from the sparks of 
Pittsburgh, and have, too, a “Day of Recollection.” Z. P. 





New Indulgence 





The September issue of the Acta Apostolicae Sedis published the 
text of a decree of the Sacred Apostolic Penitentiary, announcing that 
Pope Pius XI has authorized the granting of a plenary indulgence to 
all those who, having gone to confession and received Holy Commun- 
ion, pay a visit to a church in which the Most Blessed Sacrament is 
solemnly exposed — either on the occasion of the Forty Hours: Devo- 
tion or at some similar formal exposition — and pray the Our Father, 
Hail Mary and Glory be to the Father each five times, adding a sixth 
for the intention of the Holy Father. This indulgence may be gained 
once a day on each day of the exposition of the Blessed Sacrament. 
A partial indulgence of fifteen years for each visit throughout the 
period of exposition may be gained by those who are at least contrite 
of heart. This decree, it was announced, does not in any way affect 
previous indulgences granted for visits to the Blessed Sacrament. 











Memorial picture of the Holy Year Commemorating the 1900th anniversary of 
Christ’s Passion and Death for our Redemption 


The Holy Year 


“Vatican City, November 18th. — It was announced yesterday that 
the Holy Year will close April 2, 1934, instead of being prolonged as 
was previously planned.” 





This announcement has raised a conjecture as to whether the Holy 
Year will be extended during 1934 for those classes of persons who 
could not make the journey to Rome. Should it NOT be extended, 
then it behooves each and every one of us to make the best possible 
use of the months remaining to gain the extraordinary Jubilee Indul- 
gence, once or more or many times. This generation is living in a 
time of special grace. Our Holy Father himself, in the Bull “Quod 
Nuper,” called this Holy Year “the most extraordinary Jubilee of all 
extraordinary Jubilees.” 

Thousands and tens of thousands have undertaken the journey to 
the Holy City to gain the exceptional indulgence granted to those who 
piously fulfill the conditions. During the first month of the Holy 
Year, alone, 740,000 pilgrims were in Rome. If your parish has not 
already been informed of the special conditions laid down by your 
Bishop for the gaining of the Jubilee, an enthusiastic interest on the 
part of the faithful would bring forth the specification of your local 
Ordinary’s regulations. Ask your pastor; he will ask the Bishop, and 
the precious time of grace will not slip past without your reaping the 
benefits which Pope Pius XI so ardently desired to be harvested during 
this extraordinary Jubilee. 





i 
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During this Holy 
Year, let our hope for 
pardon be strength- 
ened, understanding 
with St. Augustine, 
that “All hope rests on 
the death of Christ.” 

Let us behold our 
Redeemer, for love of 
us nailed to the Cross. 
Could He give us a 
greater proof of His 
love? Here we learn 
the depths of His 
sufferings for our sins 
and the greatness of 
His love. Can our 
heart resist the long- 
ing to turn to Him 
with gratitude and 
contrition? Let us 
cry out: “O Jesus, be- 
loved of my _ soul, 
suffer me to press my 
lips to Thy Cross- 
nailed feet, to dye my 
tainted lips in that 
crimson stream, as a 
token of Thy Blood flowing over my soul to cleanse it from every sin.” 

“From Thee, I hope for pardon and forgiveness. Through Thee 
I hope for strength to overcome all temptation. When dragged down 
by concupiscence, I shall exclaim with St. Bernard, ‘My God is hang- 
ing on the Cross, and I should indulge in lust!’ ” 

“I tremble for my salvation, but I find consolation in fixing my 
eyes on the Cross where Thou, O Jesus, dost hang, bleeding from every 
wound for my Redemption.” 

May we hearken to the voice of the Holy Father! May we turn 
with penitence and prayer to Jesus, crucified for our Redemption. 








. For all eternity, then, shall we sing the song of the redeemed, that 


canticle of praise and thanksgiving to Christ: “Thou hast redeemed us 
in Thy Blood out of every tribe and tongue and people and nation” 
(Apoc. v. 9). 
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The “Little Flower’’ Is Seen in Colombia 





HE day was waning, and the setting sun cast its long 
golden rays upon the many-windowed mansion of Senor 
Gravilla, which stood, facing westward, on a beautiful 
eminence overlooking the bay. The sun-gilded panes 
looked like sheets of purest gold, and one would have 
thought, coming up the flower-bordered walk leading to the piazza, 
that the house was aburst with light and happiness. Yet within there 
was an atmosphere of deep gloom, a hushed silence, broken only by 
the measured ticking of the large clock on the landing half way up 
the stairs and the occasional sound of muffled sobbing. 

Upstairs, in a large rear bed-room, lay the Senor, grappling with 
a disease which threatened an early victory. The shades had been 
drawn to soften the glare of the light, and the shadows seemed but 
to heighten the pallor of his features, which already bore the imprint 
of approaching death. His arms and hands twitched nervously, and 
from time to time he opened his eyes and stared vacantly before him, 
or moved his parched lips to utter some broken phrase in his delirium. 
Beside him, her head bowed over her clasped hands, knelt the Senora, 
her grief finding relief in hot tears which flowed down through her 
fingers onto the spotless counterpane. Esperance, the eldest daughter, 
rose from her knees at the foot of the bed, where she had been keeping 
a prayerful vigil, embraced her mother affectionately and whispered 
some words of comfort, though her own heart, too, was breaking with 
grief. 

“O my daughter, I could reconcile myself to his dying,” sobbed 
the grief-stricken mother; “I should bury my sorrow in the thought 
that it is God’s holy will. But that he should go without being 
reconciled with God after these many years of infidelity — it is that 
which makes the thought of death so bitter. But he would,not listen to 
cur entreaties nor be moved by our tears, and.now I fear he may not 
again regain consciousness.” 

Alicia, the youngest daughter and the Senor’s favorite, had been 
sitting for some time in her father’s study, gazing pensively out of 
the window, deep sorrow and concern depicted on her childish features. 
At length she slipped to her knees, drew forth a beautiful ivory Cru- 
cifix which she wore on a silver chain about her neck, and covering 
it with tears. and kisses, pleaded with loving importunity for her 
father whom she loved so well: “O Jesus, do not let my father die 
without the sacraments! He has not been to church for a long time, 
I know, but... You will forgive him, won’t You, Jesus? He is a 
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good papa and I love him, oh, so much! Oh, please give him the 
grace to be sorry and to be reconciled with You before he dies.” 

Relieved by this outpouring of her grief into the ear of One she 
knew would understand and help, she tiptoed up the stairs and slipped 
noiselessly into the sick room. Softly she stole to her father’s side, 
and putting her arms around his neck, called him by the endearing 
names which had always so effectually wrested from him the favors 
which her childish heart desired. At first he made no response to her 
caresses; but suddenly he opened his eyes, a look of recognition stole 
into them as they rested on his little daughter, and he spoke the first 
rational words he had uttered for three days. 

Profiting by this return of consciousness, his loved ones begged 
him once more to make his peace with God ere death had sealed his 
lips. This time, to their great joy, he promised that he would make 
his confession, provided they would call Father Jaramillo, the kindly 
pastor of Villamaria, a parish some twenty miles distant. 


She “Came Down’ * 


In his modest study, Father Jaramillo sat, poring over a sheaf of 
papers on which in his large scrawl he had jotted down. some thoughts 
for his Sunday’s sermon. Suddenly the telephone bell rang vigorously. 
“Please come quickly, Father,” a trembling voice pleaded; “a dying 
man in N. wants you to hear his confession! He has not gone for many 
years and we fear he may not live till morning. There will be some-. 
one to meet you at the station.” 

The good pastor looked at his watch. The train for N. woudl be 
leaving in twenty minutes. Hastily arranging his sick-call burse, and 
putting together a few necessaries for the journey, he hurried to the 
station, only to find that the train was just leaving. In desperation 
he called out to the brakeman, but his voice was drowned ‘by the 
puffing of the engine and the noise of the moving cars. What could 
be done! Perhaps tomorrow it would be too late! .In the flash “of an 
instant he sent a fervent aspiration heavenward, begging St. Teresa, to 
whom he was fervently devoted, to come to his aid. 

Suddenly there was a creaking of the brakes, the wheels slowed 
down, and the train came to an abrupt standstill. Flying, rather than 
running, Father Jaramillo reached the train, sprang on board, and 
breathed a sigh of relief as he thanked his heavenly benefactress for 
this new favor, which he doubted not had come through her hands. 





* This refers to a statement made by the “Little Flower of Jesus’”’ 
on her deathbed. When asked if she would help from heaven, she 
answered: “I will come down!” 
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Outside, he heard the trainmen questioning one another as to the 
reason for this stop. Pale, still trembling with emotion, the engineer 
replied: “I saw a Nun standing in the middle of the track, with arms 
extended, and the thought flashed through my mind that she must have 
been unhappy in her convent and was trying to end her life. I threw 
on the brakes and managed to stop the train just in the nick of time, 
for in another moment she would have been crushed beneath the 
wheels; but when I looked around she had disappeared. It’s a puzzle 
to me, for I’m sure I 
wasn’t dreaming — and 
you know, boys, I’m a 
total abstainer.” 

Father Jaramillo 
chuckled to himself. 
Stepping up to the en- 
gineer, he held out a 
picture of the Little 
Flower which he had 
drawn from his brevi- 
ary, and said: “I be- 
lieve I can solve the 
mystery. Did the Sister 
look anything like this 
one?” “Why, yes, in- 
deed!” said the en- 
gineer in astonishment, 
“I’d swear she is the 
very same!” 

The good Father 
then explained how in 
his predicament he had 
called upon his heav- 
enly patroness, and 

The ‘‘Little Flower of Jesus’’ that undoubtedly it was 

pleading for her clients, and dropping rose-favors she who had stopped 
to earth 

the train in his behalf. 

In a short time Father Jaramillo was at the Senor’s bedside, and 
found the sick man well disposed to make his peace with God. Loving 
hands had carefully arranged everything that was needed for the 
administration of the sacraments, and the family withdrew while the 
Senor, with signs of deep contrition, unburdened his soul in confession. 
The priest could not but wonder at the expression of joy on the faces 
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of mother and children in this hour of sorrow, as they knelt at the 
bedside during the administration of the last consoling rites of the 


Church. 
Ere morning dawned, the angel of death had laid his hand on the 


Senor’s brow and had borne his soul before the tribunal of the Eternal 
Judge, where justice tempered with mercy is promised to those who 
die in the friendship of God. As for his grieving loved ones, the sting 
of sorrow was assuaged by the mercies granted to their dear one in 
his last hours. They erected in his memory a monument to the Little 
Flower, in gratitude for her gracious intercession in that crucial hour. 
But to Him who deigned to employ this dear saint as His instrument 
in dispensing His mercies, their hearts sing a ceaseless canticle of 
thanksgiving.* 





Why Forgotten ? 





O one prays more or does more for the poor souls than a 
pious and conscientious priest, therefore no one has a 
greater claim to their gratitude. Holy Mass, the sacra- 
ments, and all his priestly functions are so many powerful 
and efficacious means at his disposal to bring light and 

rest in the sorrowful regions of the dead. 

On the other hand, devout writers have repeatedly declared that 
priests oftentimes have to endure the longest and most painful suffer- 
ings in purgatory, because the priest receives, together with his high 
dignity, a responsibility and a task which would be too heavy for the 
shoulders of angels. Indeed, his dignity is in many respects above 
the dignity of the angels. For this reason our Lord demands a greater 
perfection in priests than in other persons, and likewise punishes 
failings in them with a greater severity. 

Whether it is because people have such an exalted opinion of 
them that they neglect to pray for them after death, or that Almighty 
God wishes to punish them for neglecting the sacred duties of so 
sublime a position, but it is a fact that, comparatively speaking, no 
other souls are detained so long in purgatory as the souls of priests. 
Do you, dear reader, show true gratitude to the deceased priests of 
God, particularly to those who have been your benefactors? 

Innumerable incidents are recorded of the gratitude of priests 
toward those who have prayed for them after their death, and this 





*The facts of this recent apparition of the “Little Flower” 
were published in the “El Voto Nacional,’ a newspaper of Colombia. 
South America. 
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ought to encourage us to pray much and fervently for these benefactors 
of our souls. 


A Zeal which Ceases Not with Death 


St. Philip Neri was tenderly devoted to the poor souls, for whom 
he prayed much and offered up the merit of all his good works. Above 
all, he was zealous for the deliverance of the souls whose spiritual 
director he had been during life, believing he owed them more because 
he had once labored for their eternal salvation. Many a time persons 
appeared to him after death and asked his prayers, which he never 
refused. Our Blessed Redeemer always heard the supplications of 
the saint, and the released souls in turn obtained innumerable graces 
for him by their intercession. 

After the death of this great servant of God, a Franciscan Father 
was praying at the bier on which St. Philip lay, when the saint appeared 
to him in the midst of a dazzling light, surrounded by heavenly spirits. 
Some of these, he declared, were members of his order, others were 
his benefactors, and a large number of them were souls he had freed 
from purgatory and who had come to accompany him to heaven. 

The spirit of devotion and sacrifice on the part of the holy founder 
seemed to have communicated itself to the whole order. A certain 
priest of the congregation prayed almost unceasingly for the dead, 
and splendid and encouraging were the results with which his zeal 
was crowned. He was the director of a young girl named Elizabeth 
who lived at Aquila. Elizabeth was poor with regard to earthly 
possessions, but extremely rich in virtues. The only reason she 
regretted her poverty was that it proved an obstacle to her entering 
a convent, where she wished to consecrate her life to her Heavenly 
Spouse. Her director comforted her, saying she need not be downcast 
because ere long she would be forever united to her Beloved. He 
bade her prepare herself for death, and added that she would not have 
to stay long in purgatory. 

The priest’s predictions were fulfilled. Not long afterward, 
Elizabeth died a happy death. Her family grieved for her most 
bitterly, but the good priest comforted them, assuring them that they 
now had a powerful advocate in heaven. Elizabeth appeared soon 
after to one of her brothers and said to him: “Tell my father he need 
not pray for me any longer, because through the prayers of my 
director, that faithful friend of my soul, the hour of my deliverance 
has arrived.” 

This good priest used the bountiful alms which he received, partly 
for the poor and partly for alms and Masses for the dead. To these 
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he added his fasts, penances and prayers. He even asked our Lord 
to allow him to suffer part of their pain, so that the poor souls might 
experience some alleviation. This heroic wish was granted. He was 
at times seized with such intense suffering that he was totally unable 
to move. For so many and great benefits his children were not 
ungrateful. To them he owed innumerable graces and preservation 
from dangers of soul and body. Many appeared to him and showed 
their gratitude. 





Beyond Any Earthly Joy 





OT many years ago, — for we count his great soul among 
those which made the past century noble, — there dwelt 
in Naples a certain man, Antonio Maria Massa by name, 
who married a woman of great soul like unto his own. 
To them God gave nine children, five sons and four 
daughters. When each child was born, the noble father would cast 
himself on his knees before his God, and beg of Him to make his 

children, — not wealthy or learned, though their. blood was noble, — 
but to make them saints. 

God took him at his word without reserve. The four daughters 
became nuns; the five sons became religious priests, and sacrificed 
themselves for the glory of God in the apostolic ministry. Two had 
the honor of winning a martyr’s crown. ‘When the mother, then a 
widow, brought her youngest boy to the Jesuit provincial, to offer him 
to God’s service, she had nothing to say of heroism or reward, though 
her mother-heart was bleeding. “Louis feels he is called,” she said. 
“IT am sure he is. GOD WILLS IT. Shall I dare oppose the will of 
God? No; never! This evening, if you consent, I shall myself 
accompany him to your novitiate.” 

GOD WILLS IT! Therein lies the solution of every problem. 
Would that we possessed this key to open the mysterious door of life. 
Then no longer would romance or sentiment or ambition influence our 
young people in the choice of their state of life. And no longer, then, 
would parents hold back their children, when God calls them to His 
special service, whether to the priesthood, the cloister, the missions, 
or to a life in the world, yet entirely set apart for Him. “GOD WILLS 
IT,” they would say. “Shall I dare oppose Him? Oh, never!” 

Such parents would realize with their children’s yearning for some- 
thing higher, something holier, that the sweetness, the delight, of a 
true religious vocation is beyond any joy the world can offer. An 
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intelligent Protestant once remarked to a Catholic friend that she 
supposed almost all Sisters had met some great trial or disappoint- 
ment, which had led them to seek the shelter of the convent. Her 
friend replied in the negative, and tried to explain a religious voca- 
tion, but it is probable that the words had not one tithe the effect that 
was produced by the bright, sweet, happy face of a young Sister who 
entered the parlor just then, 
and who looked anything but 
sorrow-stricken or broken- 
hearted. The Protestant 
frankly acknowledged that 
the nun showed no sign of 
having been impelled to the 
religious life by the trials of 
former days. The truth was 
that a yearning to give her- 
self to God in the cloister 
had resounded like music in 
the maiden’s heart long be- 
fore she could obtain the 
consent of her parents to 
break with the world. 

St. Francis de Sales once 
shrewdly remarked that if 
there were a novitiate to the 
married state, very few 
would be professed; and 
certainly, if men knew what 
deep delight draws hearts to 
the religious state, the num- 
ber, except for the inter- 
position of the supreme will 





Jesus gives the treasures of His Passion 
to the soul which generously renounces all of God, would be fewer still. 


f love. ey 
oe eae ee To choose that which is mor- 


tal, frail, variable, when that which is Eternal, strong, and changeless 
could be ours, and ours forever; to be allured by perishable loveliness, 
which disease or death can turn to horror, when a beauty ever new, and 
the Face of the “fairest Fair” smiles at us; to lean on a heart that, one 
day, may turn and hate us, when the Sacred Heart can be Lover and 
Spouse forever,— who, realizing the uncertainty of one and the 
sublimity of the other, could make the former choice? 

It is remarkable from the history of the Benedictine Order, that 
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the life lived under the heaven-inspired Rule of St. Benedict seems to 
satisfy every craving of the human heart. A truly striking instance 
of this is the story of a Belgian family of our own day. Recently 
Peter Van der Meeren de Walcheren entered the Benedictine Abbey 
of Costerhout, and on the same day his wife joined the community of 
Benedictine nuns at Driebergen. Their only son is already a Bene- 
dictine monk at Solesmes, France, while their other child, a daughter, 
is a member of a Benedictine Convent in France also. Mr. Van der 
Meeren, while living in Paris, was brought to the Faith by the famous 
French writer, Leon Blois, who was his godfather at baptism, and 
his heart could find no rest until he had embraced the perfection of 
this Faith on earth, the religious state. 

The Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration at Clyde, Missouri 
live under the sanctifying Benedictine Rule, combining with the usual 
Benedictine life the sublime vocation of perpetual adoration. For over 
fifty years they have kept their watch by night and by day before the 
Most Blessed Sacrament. Many souls have found the fulfillment of 
life’s highest aspiration in entering this community. An explanation 
of the life and work of the community given in “The Angelic Service” 
will gladly be mailed upon request. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





The Precious Relic of the Crown of Thorns 


ERE in the United States is a rare relic, a most precious relic: 
A THORN from the CROWN of our DIVINE SAVIOR. 
Daily it is becoming an object of greater veneration at the 
Perpetual Adoration Shrine of “Our Lady of the Most Blessed 
Sacrament,” Mundelein, Illinois. As many requests have been made 
by the faithful to venerate the holy relic individually, an opportunity 
to do so is given several times a week. After Benediction on 
Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays, that is, about 4:15 P.M., a priest 
passes the sacred particle of the Holy Thorn to be kissed by those 
present in the side chapel of the Holy Thorn. Preceding this 
act of veneration, a hymn in honor of the Sacred Thorn-crowned 
Head is sung and a touching prayer recited aloud by the priest. 
An invitation is cordially extended to all who desire to ven- 
erate this sacred relic of the bitter Passion of our Savior. By 
visiting the Perpetual Adoration Shrine, you will not only have 
an opportunity to pay your homage to Jesus exposed in the Most 
Blessed Sacrament, but likewise to venerate so rare and precious 
a treasure as a Holy Thorn. 
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A Disastrous Fire 





@ S these lines are being written, a cloud of smoke hangs 
H over the Convent buildings at Clyde, Missouri. Yes- 
terday, December 5th, a small fire started in the 
Convent dairy barn, and though fought bravely, it 
was in a short time beyond control. Today the 
barn lies a heap of smoking ruins! The extent of the loss may 
be estimated in some measure when it is understood that Clyde 
is the Motherhouse of the Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adora- 
tion, and that with the members of the Community, Academy 
pupils, workmen and many unemployed men charitably fed at 
the Convent, 300 must be counted for each meal. Because of 
the elderly Sisters, the sick, the youthful novitiate and the chil- 
dren, a great quantity of milk is daily consumed, and the Convent 
has always maintained its own dairy, thus providing milk, butter 
and cheese. Consequently, it was a large barn, — a barn erected 
under the supervision of our saintly Rev. Father Lukas, O.S.B. 
(died Dec. 16, 1927); and modernly equipped to prevent disease 
which some twenty years ago was prevalent among the stock as 
a result of poor housing conditions. 





The loss is all the greater because of the destruction of two 
silos, one filled, one partially filled with ensilage. The loft was 
packed with tons of alfalfa hay. Last night, a neighbor charitably 
sent a rack of hay and feed for the cattle. With the winter before 
us, and faced by the necessity of buying feed, as well as pro- 
viding a temporary shelter for the cattle, the expenses will be 
very great. 

The Convent is situated in the country, and has, therefore, 
not the advantages of city fire protection. The installation of a 
fire protection system has been commenced, the first steps having 
been taken three years ago by the construction of a reservoir. 
The water supply is ample, but the Community did not have 
funds to complete the plan by laying the water mains and install- 
ing hydrants. As a consequence, though fire departments from 
the neighboring towns hurried to the rescue, hose lengths were 
inadequate to make connection with the reservoir. 

Those who witnessed the fire will never forget it. The 
lurid, angry flames leaped wildly up into the sky; the fire roared 
as it vent its fiendish rage on rafter, hay and equipment; dark 
heavy smoke overhung the other buildings. It was long after 
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midnight before it had spent its fury and many men worked all 
through the night. 

But there is cause for gratitude to God in spite of the 
disaster. Friendly neighbors rushed to the scene, and though 
the barn could not be saved, they fought the sparks from roofs 
of adjoining buildings. The wind was not strong, otherwise the 
loss would unquestionably have been much greater. As we 
continue our hours of holy Adoration (never interrupted by 
destruction by lightning, fire, etc., for over fifty years), and 
behold our Savior reigning so mercifully. on’ His Eucharistic 
throne, our hearts are filled with gratitude for His protection. 
But we also realize that adequate fire protection must be installed, 
else Chapel and Convent buildings may one day meet with a 
similar fate. Though the barn was insured, the extent of the 
loss is not covered. 


We know our dear friends will stand by us in this hour of trial. 
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{rittle {rovers 


Guy de Fontgalland 


“Today the Mother of God Will Come’”’ 


® URING the six weeks of his illness, Guy suffered intensely 
but with most remarkable patience. He grew weaker and 
weaker, until toward the last he had not even strength to 
hold his mother’s hand. Toward evening, two days before 
he died, the tired, languid child was resting his head on 
the bosom of his mother who sat very near his bed. His eyes were 
closed, and she feared to stir lest she might awaken him. Suddenly 
he opened his weary eyes, smiled and said: “What a beautiful thought 
little Jesus had, to take His dear Mother bodily up into heaven. Up 
there I shall lay my head on her heart and in such nearness tell her 
how much I love her.” The evening before his death he said: “How 
much one has to suffer in order that the soul may be separated from 
the body.” 

“Mamma, what day is today?” Guy asked, on the morning which 
was to be his last on earth. “It is Saturday, the 24th of January, my 
treasure.” — “Oh, Saturday! Today I shall die. Today, on her day, 
the Mother of God will come to take me from your arms... Do not 
weep, Mamma... It will be so beautiful.. And when I can no longer 
speak, not even tell Jesus how much I love Him, then do you place 
the Crucifix on my lips that I may kiss Him.” 

Later in the morning he asked for his little brother. When Mark 
came to his bedside, Guy looked at him tenderly and said: “My little 
brother, I love you very much. To you I give all my money, all my 
toys. When you play with them, let them remind you of me.” 
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At noon he asked for a spoonful of Lourdes water, but for the 
first time found he was unable to swallow it. He knew then that the 
end was near and called for his father confessor. The priest hastened 
to his bedside and once more anointed him, but could not give him 
Holy Communion. His mother knelt beside him, supporting him with 
her left arm, while with her right hand she held the Crucifix to his 
blanched lips. “My darling,” she said, “since you can no longer speak, 
look at the dear Jesus; kiss Him; tell Him again and again that you 
love Him, that you love Him above all things.” The pale lips of the 
child were pressed together and he kissed the Crucifix again and again. 

At the last anointing with the holy oils, Guy opened his eyes wide 
as if he beheld an apparition. In a whisper he said: “Jesus...I love 
Thee. .. Mamma...” and he sank back lifeless on his pillow. 

The brave little mother, with the assistance of the nurse, herself 
prepared the remains of her darling for burial. Lying on his bed, 
clothed in his sailor suit, his Crucifix on his breast and his silver 
rosary twined about his fingers, the boy looked as if he were wrapped 
in peaceful slumber. Many people came to see and to pray beside 
the precious remains during the two days which intervened before 
burial. The rector of the school which Guy had attended, gazing at 
the peaceful little sleeper, remarked: “Here one cannot pray the De 
Profundis; rather, one feels inclined to sing the Magnificat.” All of 
Guy’s little schoolmates attended the funeral in a body, following in 
procession just behind the family. The church was filled with 
people — priests, religious, relatives and friends — who came to pay 
their last respects to this chosen child, “the fragrant flower which Jesus 
and His Mother had made so beautiful only that they might gather 
it for heaven.” . 

Since the death of their child, little Guy’s parents have received 
thousands upon thousands of letters from persons all over the world 
who have read the story of his beautiful life. All unite in the fervent 
prayer that soon this little one may be counted among God’s blessed 
in heaven. May you, dear Little Lovers, who have followed with 
interest this brief sketch of the life of this saintly boy of our own times, 
may you be inspired to imitate his beautiful virtues, especially his 
candor, his simplicity, his charity, his generosity and humility, and 
above all, his wonderful love for Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament and 
for Mary, his “Heavenly Mamma.” 


A Rainy Day Well Spent 
We were delighted to receive in the mail a beautiful book made 
by one of our “Little Lovers” in far-away New York. His name is 
Edwin Stanton, and he is ten years old. Edwin wrote us that he had 
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been unable to go outdoors one Sunday, except for Holy Mass and 
Vespers, because it rained, so he spent the day in making this book. 
How we should like to show it to all the “Little Lovers,” for their 
delight and inspiration! Edwin’s book has purple covers and is 
fastened with brass clasps and a pretty yellow ribbon. On the cover 
he has mounted a beautiful colored picture of our thorn-crowned 
Savior. Just inside is a small picture of Our Lady of the Precious 
Blood, to whom he has lovingly dedicated his booklet. In the pages 
that follow — twelve of them, letter size — he has copied prayers and 
beautiful writings about the Blessed Virgin, the Precious Blood, Holy 
Mass and the Sacred Heart, with suitable pictures which he has cut 
from devotional magazines. Edwin must have worked very diligently, 
for the pages are all neatly written with ink, and though there are 
many big words, we do not find one of them misspelled. 

We congratulate you, Edwin, on your excellent work. These 
pages tell us that you have been an attentive pupil at your religious 
instructions and also at your other classes. Continue in this way, and 
you will give joy not only to your parents and teachers, but especially 
to our dear Lord and His Blessed Mother. 

What do you do on stormy days, dear “Little Lovers,” when you 
cannot play outdoors? Wouldn’t you, too, like to give joy to Our 
Blessed Mother by making a pretty booklet in her honor some stormy 
day when you are wondering how to pass the time? Surely, for a 
“Little Lover,” this would be a much more pleasant and useful pastime 
than playing “Lotto” or reading the “funnies,” for it would be some- 
thing really worth while. And how pleased Mother or Daddy would 
be, to receive such a booklet as a birthday gift. 


VIRTUE FOR JANUARY: Prompt obedience to Parents and 
Teachers, in imitation of the Child Jesus. 


There is no virtue dearer to our Lord than obedience. Though 
the Holy Gospel tells us very little about His holy Childhood, it says 
very clearly: “He went down with them (His parents) to Nazareth 
and was subject to them.” Can you imagine the Child Jesus pretend- 
ing He did not hear when His Blessed Mother called Him, or answering 
back with a surly refusal when St. Joseph asked some little service of 
Him? Sometimes children find it hard to obey, especially when they 
are told to do something which they do not like, or are forbidden to do 
something which they would like very much to do. When you are 
tempted to disobedience, think of the Child Jesus and obey for love 
of Him. This will make you very dear to His Sacred Heart: . 

ASPIRATION: Sweet Child Jesus, teach me to obey cheerfully 

and promptly for love of Thee! 
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Following booklets 10 cents each, plus postage 


Devotion to the Most Holy Trinity 
Devotion to the Holy Ghost 
The Holy: Eucharist, Our All 
God With Us 
The Bread of Life 
Eucharistic Miracles 
God Himself Our Sacrifice 
In the Splendor of the Morning Sun 
Come, Let Us Adore 
True Veneration of the Sacred Heart 
Enthronement of the Sacred Heart 
Six Discourses on the Enthronement 
Wonders of the Miraculous Crucifix 
Devotion to the Holy Wounds 
“The Message from Konnersreuth 
More Precious Than Diamonds 
Prayer, the Great Means of Grace 
Most Consoling for the Human Heart Vol. I 
‘Most Consoling for the Human Heart Vol. Il 
Words of Consolation for the Sick and Afflicted 
Devotion to Mary 
Mary, Mother of God 
Mary, Our Mother 
Under Mary’s Mantle 
De Montfort’s Devotion to Mary 
The Rosary, My Treasure 
Go to Joseph 
St. Benedict, the Beloved of God 
St. Anthony the Wonderworker 
Saint Gertrude the Great 
Saint Teresa of the Child Jesus 
Words of Our Lord to Sister Benigna Consolata 
One of our valued patrons in Washington, D. C, recently wrote 
us as follows: “‘I was delighted with the new booklets which I received 
a few weeks ago. Everything that is issued from your Convent seems 
to be exactly suited to the needs of the hurried and harassed man and 
woman out in the business world today, and it is marvelous how you 
succeed in condensing such a wealth of practical spirituality into the 
small space of these publications. Surely, ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’ 
and your library of booklets are the greatest influence I know of 


(except, of course, the Sacraments) for building up a strong personal 
love for our Lord and His Blessed Mother in the heart of a layman.” 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 


XUI 





Spend 1934 Profitably 


by devoting a little time each day to good reading. The following 
booklets, covering a diversity of subjects, will furnish reading that 
is not only inspiring and instructive in the truths of our holy religion, 
but also restful and refreshing to weary minds and consoling to 
afflicted hearts. These booklets contain, as it were, “in a nut-shell,’’ 
the essence of longer treatises, and their small size makes them con- 
venient to take up during spare moments, to carry along when 
traveling, etc. They are an excellent means of passing profitably the 
time spent in long street car rides, waiting in doctors’ offices, or other 
like periods of waiting. Sick people also find them a great source of 
comfort during the weary days of suffering and convalescence. 


Following booklets 5 cents each, plus postage 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus 

Devotion to the Infant Jesus of Prague 

Jesus, Joy of My Heart 

Jesus One With Me 

Jesus Pleads for My Love 

Jesus Loves Me 

My Daily Visit 

Communicate Frequently and Devoutly 

All for Thee, O Heart of Jesus! 

The Guard of Honor and the Holy Hour 

From Olivet to Calvary 

Devotion to the Holy Face 

Devotion to the Precious Blood 

Magnificence of the Love of God 

Conformity to the Will of God 

Our Savior’s Goodness to Those Who Trust Him 

Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations 

Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows 

Mary’s Seven Sorrows 

Communion Devotions in Union with Mary 

Devotions to St. Joseph 

Good St. Ann 

St. Jude Thaddeus, the Great Helper in Great Need and St. Rita, 
Advocate of the Impossible 

All Ye Who Mourn 

The Jubilee Year of Redemption, 1933 
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Following booklets 3 for 10 cents, plus postage 
Message of the Sacred Heart 
Holy Water in the Christian Home 
Assist the Souls in Purgatory 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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